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CONVERSATION BETWEEN 
HOWARD ayn PRATT, 
ON HEALTH. 

From a late work by the latter. 


t OME days after his return from an attempt 

S to mitigate the fury of the plague in Con- 
{iantinople, he favoured me wih a morning vi- 
fit in London ; the weather was fo very terri- 
ble, that I had forgot his inveterate exactnefs, 
and had yielded up even the hope, for his own 
fate, of expecting him. Twelve at noon was 
the hour, and exactly ‘as the clock, in my 
roon, firuck it, he entered : the wet, for it rain- 
ed torrents, dropping from every part of his 
drefs, like water from a fheep juft landed from 
its wafhing. He would not even have attended 
to his fituation, having fat himfelf down with 
the utmoft compolure, and began converfation, 
had I not made an offer of dry clothes, &c. 
. * Yes,’ faid he, fmiling, I had my fears, as I 
knocked at your door, that we fhould go over 
the old bufinefs of apprehenfions, about a little 
rain water, which though it does not run from 
off my back, as it does from that ofa duck, 
goofe or any other aqua ‘ic bird, it does me as 
little injury ; and after a long drought is fearce- 
ly lefs refrefhing. ‘The coat I have now on has 
been as often wetted through, as any duck’s in 
the world, and, indeed, gets no other fort of 
cleaning. I doaffure you a good foaking ihow- 
er, is the beft brufh for broadcloth, in the uni- 
verfe. You, like the refit of my friends, throw 
away your pity tpon my fuppofed hardthips 
with ju as much reafon, as you commifer- 
ate the common beggars, who being familiar 
with ftorms, and hurricanes, neceffity and na- 
kednefs, are a thoufand times, fo forcible is 
habit, lefs to be compaflionated than the fons 
and daughters of Eaie and Luxury, who ac- 
cultomedg to all the enfecbling refinements of 
feathers by night, and fires by day, are taught 
to feel like the puny creature ftigmatifed by 
Pope, who fhivered at a breeze. Aill this is 
the work of art, my good friend; nature is 
more independent of external circumftances. 
Nature is intrepid hardy and adventurous : but 
itis a practife to fpoil her, with indulgencies, 
from the moment we come into the world—a 
foft dreis, and foft cradles begin our education 
in luxuries, and we do not grow more manly 
the more we are gratificd ; on the contrary, 
our feet muft be wrapt in wool or filk, we muft 
tread upon carpets, breathe, as it were in fire, 
avoid a tempelt, which fweetens tlic air, as we 
would a blalt that putrifies it, and guarding eve- 
ry crevice from an unwholfome breeze, when 
it is the moft elaftic and bracing, lic down upon 
a bed of feathers, that relax the fyficm more 
thin a nights lodging upon flint {tones. 

‘You jmile, added Mr. Howard, 


afters 





se ce 


a paufe, ‘ but I am a living inftance of the | 
truths I infift on. A more ‘ puny whimpfter’ 
than myfelf, in the days of my youth, was never 
feen. I could not walk out an evening without 
wrapping up: if I got wet in the fee: a cold | 
fucceeded. I could not put on my fhirt without ! 
its being aired, I was politely enfeebled enough 
to have delicate nerves, and was, occafionally, | 
troubled with a very genteel heétic. To be fe- | 
rious, I am convinced what emafculates the bo- 
dy, debilitates the mind, and renders both unfit 
for thofe exertions which are of fuch ufe to us as 
focial beings. I therefore entered upon a re- 
form of my conftitution, and have fucceeded in 
fuch a degree, that I have neither had a cough, 
cold, the vapours, nor any more alarming diior- 
der, fince I {urmounted the feafoning. Prior to 
this, I ufed to be a miferable dependant on wind | 
and weather ; alittle too much of either would 
poftpone, and frequently prevent—not only my 
amufements, but my duties ; and every one 
knows that a pleafure, or a duty, deferred is of- | 
ten deftroyed. Procraftination, Young very | 
jullly called, “the Thief of Time. And if,| 
prefled by my affections, or by the neceflity of , 
affairs, I did venture forth in defpite of the ele- | 
ments, the confequences were equally abfurd, | 
and incommodious, not feldom afflictive. I 
muffied up even to my noftrils ; a crack in the | 
glafs of my chaife was fufficient to diftrefs me, | 
a fudden flope of the wheels to the right or left 
fet me a trembling, a jolt feemed like diflocation | 
and the fight of a bank or precipice, near which | 
my horfe or carriage, was to pafs, would difor- 
der me fo much that I would order the driver | 
to ftop, that I might get out and walk by the; 
dificult places. Mulled wines, {pirituous cordi- | 
als, and great fires, were to comfort me, and to 
keep out the cold, as it is called, at every Rage, | 
and if I felt the leaft damp in my feet, or other 
parts of my body, dry ftockings, linen, &c. were | 
inftantly put on, the perils@the day were to be | 
bailed by fomething taken hot going to bed, | 
and before I puriued my journey, the next morn- | 
ing, a dram was to be fwallowed down to forti- ; 
fy the Romach. In a word, I lived, moved, 
and had my being, fo much by rule, that the 
flightcft deviation was a difeafe.’ 








Extraordinary infiance of profefienal entiufiafm in . 
David, the firfi painter in France. { 
‘DAVID was intimately connected with Robef- | 
pierre : it was he who /aid, It I love blood, it is | 
becaufe nature has given methe difpeiition. He 
went, on the third of September, to fee the ex- 
ecutiono, hisfriendsand @lleagues—Deimoulins | 
ind Danton. The deputy Reboul faw David, |! 
atthe very moment when the mob were maiiacre- 
ing the priiongrs at La Foric, trang@aily drawing | 
a picture of the dying, as they srcie heaped ca | 


the pile ofthe dead. “ What are you doing there, 
David ?” faid he. “Iam catching,” replied the 
painter, “ the laft emotion cf nature in the‘c 
fcoundrels.” ** Go,” faid Reboul, “ you affect 
me with horror : I could not conceive that you 
were capable of fuch barbarity. Whata pity it 
is, that fuch great talents fhould be united to f> 
corrupt a heart ; it might have been expecicd, 
that the fine arts would have foitened the moit 


obdurate fouls.” 


From the Cathkill Pa ket. 





THE STROLLER. 
BY TITUS TOUCHWOOD, ESQuIRE. 
TRIP to BACHELOR’s HALL. 
I HAVE juft received the following letter 
from afriend. I communicate it for publica- 
tion, without any comment. os 


To TITUS TOUCHWOOD, Ef. 
FRIEND TITUS, 

ALTHOUGH you are an old bachelor, and 
I am not, yet lam continually tormented with 
a terrible forboding that I thall never be a mar- 
ried man. I wasrumouring on this difagreea- 
ble fubject fome few evenings fince, while fitting 
by my fire-fide, until, being overcome by a 
** deep fleep,” my harrafled thoughts born@«n 
the wings of fancy, prefented to my imagina- 
tion the following Vision : “ Methoucht 
I ftood, furrounded by a large tract of cultivated 
fields, directly in front of an extenfive, fupeib, 
antique manfion. 





It bore all the marks of for- 
mer magnificence and grandeur; and as yet, 
had not iuffered much by the “ infatiate teoth 
oftime :” Yet a deadly gloom hung about its 
precincts, which filled me with horror. The 
mooa had long fince retired ; and morning twi- 
light juft began to appear. The diftant crow- 
ing of acock thrille! upon my car; and the 
combined twittering of fwallows and martinég, 
the only apparent inhabitants of this lonely¥ buil- 
ding, fora moment gave a cheerful turn to my 
ideas.——As day-light approached, I could 
perceive the walls, built ina ftyle of fuperior 
elegance, every where fhadled with the winding 
vines of ivy, and the reof overgrown with 
mofs. The cps and pavements were obfeured 
in weeds and herbage ; and a paling Which 
once furrounded a court yard was now in ruins. 
A gate, of elegant firu@ure, yet hanging by its 


lowermoft hinge, was decayed, defretied ard 
sila ween - ; ' : , 
broken ; and nething but the high fixate ef ev iii- 
vation tn which the furrouncirg fields ay peared 
3 ae — ne . ? oad 4 
denoted t) etitwasthe Cwélline &b ceman he 
2. Ti 2 ne a . 
ings.————Dhe fun now roie—and I faw a tame 
column of imoke afcending from the chiemre¥ 
cia imall projeding building. 1 new corchb- 


; 


the manfion was inhabited; and, Rep 


» to the docr, gave feveral rapid fic hes 
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with the knocker. Nobody approached—aid 
the knocking was feveral times repeated. At 
length [ heard 2 fourgl at an upper window; 
when, cafting up my eye, 1 faw engraved eng 
flate which was inferted over the door, and 
which time had ucarly obliterated, the words 
“pachebor’s matt.” I paufed—and diredlly 
the fafh was thrown up, and as ioon let down 
azain. lnow heard fceotileps in the hall, and 
the decor was immediately opened; but ima- 
gine what were my feelings when ! beheld the 
objec that prefented itfelf—A tall, thin figure of 
a man, apparently about fifty,clad in an old, dir- 
ty, tattered night-gown, which hardly ferved to 
conceal his nakednets—his head bound up with 
a handkerchief, the orginal whitenefs ef which 
was loit in filth ; and the collar of his fbirt bore 
evideat marks of its never having been intredu- 
ced tou wath-tub. He gave me a lock, not the 


not teats” abl Gk, GA Minit bed : ey 
mow Fé a ant, and ldid, I a2 wOarie and loud j the men will all be expining for her.’”’ 


voice, “ What want yeu here, young man ? 


yeu are not a bachelor,”—— F allow I am nut,” 
enfwered 1, “yet 1 hope you will permit mc to 
enter your dwelling a few mcments—I fhall 
give you but litle trouble.” He now drew 
hack, and I f.llowed him. The hall through 
which we pafied was overhung with cobwebs ; 
the walls appeared alive with infe@s and vermin; 
thefeor was obfeured in filth ; and it was feldom 


I could get a peep atthe elegant workmanthip 


wy — aj ture throne! fo tematic eth . . a 
of the {iudure through thele time-formed cb-| ‘ever of the elevated brow, the languithing , 


truders. Fie led me through feveral winding 
piflages, until the blazing of a fire and the 
crackligg of faggots, once more gave a cheerful 
eait 2 ideas; but they all fled, when, on enter 
ing the kitchen, I was firuck with fuch an offen- 
ench, that I could hardly endure in A 
bench Rood athwart the fire-place, on which, 2 

theerequeii of my hoft, 1 feated myfelf. I afk- 
ed him it he eecupied this magnificent building 
alone? “ No,” anfwered he “itis che abode of 
a large number of bachelors, who, with myfelf, 
have retired from the caprice of women and the 
wef'd ; and here, living on the produce of our 
fields, enjoy a happineis and felicity which falls 
to the lot of a very few.” “ Yes,” replied I, 
“but would not this happinefs be encreafed, if 
you had encugh of women’s help to keep your 
houfe clean, cook your viciuals, mend and wafh 
your cloaths; inthort, to guard you from the 
ravages of fith and vermin.—* Women’s help!” 
retorted he, “we fhould prefer a thoufand 
deaths to a life of torment with thofe whimiical, 
expricious, giddy, Lirting beings, called women 
—befides, Mr. Delicacy, we are not fo filthy as 
you pret ” Yearing to exafperate him by a 
further contradidion, I defiled, and was filent. 
He now employed himfelf in preparing: break- 
fait ; which being ready, he rung a bell, and the 
kitchen was immediately filled with the inhabit- 
ants of the manfion, cach followed by a huge 
dog. I willnot attempt-a defcription of their 
repait—fufiice it to fay, that, though abundant, 
it was ferved up in a manner difzuiling to civil- 
ized beings. One of the groupe, calling his 
eye round the reom, enquired, “ Where is ‘Titus 
this morning ?’ Another anfwered, “ He went 
over totown laft night, and returning late, has 
not yet arofe.” Iwas furprized, dear Touch- 
wood, to hear your name mentioned ; but had 
notime for refleétion; for that inant a door 
opened, and a pe:fon entered whcm I knew to 
be you—the identical Titus Touchwood ! 


' 
en 
\sabnle 








My allonithment was fo great that in Rtarting 
from my feat I awoke. 
* - _ aye * * 


ALFRED. 


' 


' 








HISTORY OF A COQUETTE. 


IN A LETTER TO A GENTLEMAN. 
YOU mu know, Sir, that I have hitherto 


been of that fpecies of women called Coquettes. | 


I wasinitiated into this fcience in my greener | 


years. he courfe of my education confpired | 
with other circumftances againit me. My mo- ' 


' 


ther took early pains to train me up in this way. 
The attendants, whom I had about me, all join- 
ed to infufe the fame fentiments as if they had 


culous. From achild I promiied to makea 

fine woman, as the phrafe is: my features were | 
regular, and I mult add, did not want delicacy : 
I had a bloom which greatly enlivened my 
whole coustenance. The leffon conftantly rung | 
in my ears was, that “ Mifs fhould hold up her | 
head, and put forth her cheft, and one day or’ 
other fhe will become a celebrated toaft, and 

This, you | 


may believe, was flattering to my fancy.—To_ 


| 
} 


! 
; 


; 


| 
{ 


give the laft finijhmg to my accomplifhments for 
this ftate of fclicity, | was put into the hands of | 
a l’resch dancing mafier—from this gentleman 
Tacquired a thoutand namelefs arts of aifeétation. ! 
He act only undertook the direction of my car- 
riage in the gracetul movement of a minuet, and 
the more iprightly gambolls of a country dance, | 
but the management of my features became alfo | 
part cf hisconcern. He let me into the whole | 
glance, and the fleepy eye; he infirucied me | 
when to difplay the fnowy breaft ; to move with 
eafy indolent carriage; to throw my whole 
perfon into a graceful attitude, and after obfer- 
ving that it was a thing very rare, taught me 
the whole ufe of the hands in every circumftance 





? 


made a point of it to make me egregioufly ridi- | 


henever I could meet with a man of fenfe, 
my higheft ambition was to enfnare him. To 
lead in captivity a perfon renowned for good 
fenfe and talents, and in fpite of all his boafted 
rcafon, to play upon his paMfions, gave me the 
mof exquifite pleafure. Favonius is one of this 
clafs ; he has underftanding without affecting it; 
his wit is always tempered with good nature and 
politenefs ; he is-as handfome as molt of his fex, 
and there is is norequifite in the character of a 
real geutleman of which he is not poileifed.— 
With thefe accomplifhments he became my pro- 
felled admirer.— Though he made love to me 


, ina manner hardly refiftible, yet I delighted in 
| tormenting him.—Were we in cempany togeth- 


er! I took pleafure in pointing out to him feve- 
ral young gentleman thom I pretended to be 
charmed with; one, I would obferve, had the 
fineft fet of teeth, and the pretticft fmile in the 
world ; another had the handfomeft ferchead 
and the moft delightful eyes; a third hada beau- 
tiful head of heir and a great deal of Wit: ina 
country dance, when, I perceived his {pirits ele- 
vaced, | would ona fudden fit down, tcil him I 
was tired, and immediately after beg im to 
let me take one turn with a frightful, difagreea- 
ble creature whom I detefted. 

Notwithftanding all this, I was really in love 
with Favonius, but by my own mifconduct he 
flipt through my hands. The amiable Ei/rida 
always formed herfelf upon a plan very different 
from mine ; affability, cheerfulnefs and good 
humor were the only ftratagems fhe had recourfe 
to; and thefe, joined to a figure and a lovely 
face, have made her happy in the arms of a man 
with whom, I believe life will be one fcene of 
endearment. 





orconverfation. 
There are a thonfand artifices to make up for | 
the deficiency of chat in company ; in all thefe 


Add to this, I was furnifhed with a great vari- 
ety of romances, novels, and memoirs of ladies 
of quality. To complete the whole, my dan- 
cmg mafter told me one day with a ferious air, 
that [had really an immenfe fhare of wit and 
humor. In this notion I was farther confirmed 
by Monfieur, my hair dreffer. “ I affure it 
your Madame,” /ays Ae, as my hair was receiving 
the proper adjuitment from his finger, “ you 
have indeed ver much ¢e/prit. Whenever I go 


you have dem in chains, Madame—ryon my vord 
—jus as I have dis lock here in my hand—pray 
hold your head little more afide—and all de la- 
dies envy your ec/at, I allure you, Madame.” 
Charmed with thefe ideas of my perfon, my 
breaft was fired with the love of conqueit. 
The thought of being a wit quite intoxicated me, 
it was enough to turn my little head ; for, to 
tell the truth, wit is the moft dangerous thing a 
woman can think of, becaufe it generally ruins 
the fhare of underftanding heaven has been 
pleafed to beftow'on her. I was not content to 
do or fay any thing in the common way; I 
vead Rochefoucault’s v: rious thoughts,in order to 
retail his brilliant fayings in company; and it 





would make one laugh to fee the pains I took 
to diitinguifh myfclf in all public places of di- 
verfion er amufement. ‘The poct has given an 
idea of me in the following lines : 

«« She rolls her pretty eyes in {pite, 

“ And looks delighful with ail her might.” 

To give eafe 1 diidained ; but to caufe pain 
anid uneafinefs was the bufinefs of my life. To 
ee that men could not be eafy with me, nor 





without me, was the joy of my foul. 


I became as regular as a piece of clock-work. 


drefs de gentleman, it is all dying for you— | 


This incident has opened my eyes. Inow 
perceive that Ihave been all this time vainly 


aiming at.imaginary triumphs; and am deter- 


mined to diveft myfelf, as far as poflible, of all 
my follies, and to attach myfelfinfuture tothofe 


'rules of behaviour, which I am fenfible, add 


new graces to the beauty of our fer. 





THE SPIRIT OF GAMING. $ 


A GENTLEMAN in the parifh of Gul- 
| cruix (England) poffefied a place called War- 
) thel-Hall, being a great card player, and one 
| time on the wrong fide of fortune to a great 
amount, in order to retrieve his loffes at once, 
he determined to make a defperate ftroke 
in a fingle ftake at the game of gut. The ftory 
goes that the game running nearly cven, at the 


concluding deal he exclaimed, 


“ Up now a duce or elfe a trays 
Or Warnel’s gone for ever and aye.” 





} 


his eftate. To perpetuate the remembrance of 
that event he had fculptered on one end of his 
houfe the figure of a card duce anda tray on 
the other, which remained for many ycars till 
the houfe was rebuilt... « 


ne 
THE HERMI7T. 


If the hermit is excluded the focial delights 
and feftal enjoyments of buman life, he is rec!:f 
from the jars of a contending world,and the 
miftrutts and jealoufies of an cftentaticus race. 
Retired in his lonely cell, he meets not the neg- 
lect of ungrateful friends, nor bears the taunts 
of the children of pride. The clamours of the 
ioolith dikurd not bis meditations, ner the {neers 





The cards came up to his wilhes, and he faved | 
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rance excite painful fenfations in his 
The fhafts of envy, tipt with 


calumny, {pend their force ere they reach him 
in his humble cave; and the vain of mankind 
may “ fatiate themielves with folly, iniquity, 
gad deceit,” and he not be rendered more mi- 


ferable thereby. 





To the Editor of the Barbadoes Gazetie. 


St. Ann’s (W. I.) 2d June, 1798. 
Bir, 
































blige yours, &c. Joun Reynotps. 


omena never before appeared ia this ifland, 


dinaturalifts. It is truly afionifhing, that on 
ry object “w with the fiercenefs of a lion ; 
gveral muiguet balls went through his body, 
stwithitanding which he made his way at the 
Glance of 150 yards, and remained itationed 
atthe Reps leading to the barrack, when a rifle 
ball put an end to his exiftence. 

As, no doubt, a fnake of fuch uncommon di- 
menfions muft é¢xcite the attention of the curious 
it may be viewed every day, at a fmaill houfe 
dofe adjoining the barrack, from 11 o’clock in 
the forenoon till 5 in the evening. It is curious 
toobferve, that on taking out its entrails, a fmall 
pocket book was found, containing a filver 
bimble, a pair of {ciilars, and a new feven fhil- 
ing gold coin, all which will be fent home for 
he infpection of the royal fociety, whofe diligent 
dearches, will no doubt, be exerted to afcertain 
how it could have made its appearance on this 
There is no doubt. a ftrong fuppofition, that 
this fnake came over in one of the Guiner fhips, 
ately ved ; as feveral European writers 
ake mention of f{nakes of a large fize being 
min the interior of ieveral parts of Africa. 
It is eftraordinary that the teeth of this ani- 
tal meafure four inches in length, and its 
mgue GS infinitely larger than that of an ox. 
negro bey about 14 years of age, excited by 
wriofity, touched the nip of its tongue with his 
finger and thumb, and fuch was the inftan- 
mneous effe& of its venemous poifon, that his 
nger and thumb were inftantly cut off, other- 
te the faculty fuppofe he muit have lof 
TD 





— & 
SINGULAR ADVERTISEMENT. : 
,, thundering voice of the tempctt. 
| whom I perceive in the impretiions which exter-} 
| nal objects make upon me, and in the pleafing, 


~~ , . | 
From the Farmer's Regifter. 4 
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PUBLIC NOTICE. 


“ Therefore foall a man leave his faker and his 
ter, and cleave to bis wite 3 and tf wall beconie 


- fleth.”? aod “’ 
Genefis ii, 24. 


MARRIAGE is intended between Mr. Te- 


¢ Leonard (editor of this paper) and Mifs' 


a at} e 

tabeth §. Packard, both of this town. 
manection, are defired to make it known as t! 
eW directs. 


Coazvay, Odieber 20, 1798. 


By inferting the following, you will much o- 


La 
A few days pat, was difcovered in a garden 
gear St. Ann’s Barracks, a fnake of a molt enor- 
mous fize, meafuring in length 13 yards and a 
half ; the circumference of its body by an ex- 
2% meafure was 29 inches ; fach an uncommon 


aad which muit no doubt claim the attention of 


Any i 
mon or perfons having any objection to this honeft man, with only Yes or No, deierves to; 





ae oe EE - -- 


NEWARK, DECEMBER 1. 


a 


—MARRIAGES— 
Ona Saturday evening laft, by the Rev. Wm. 


Lyon, Mr. Isaac Littce, of Weft-Field, New- 
Jerfey, to Mifs Mary Lupium, of New-York. 








—THE MORALIST— 





‘nature far fuperior to the body which ferves for 





ings! It is thee I hear in the foft mu murs cf) 


' from the knowledge of truth, the practite of vir-| 


| the father of fpirit, who hath created me, and 


know 
the fnake’s firlL being difcovered, he flew at eve- | ' 


Axp where is the firft, fupreme int lligence, 


all other thinking and reafonable creatures ? 
For I have not always thought. I have exift- 
ed but a fhort time, and am equally ignorant 
how I think, and how I begin to think. Iam 
fenfible it is not in myfelf that I muft feck for 
the true camfe of my cxiflence. Itis not to the 
immediate authors I am indebted for it. They 
w I exift, and the caffe of their 
own extflenee is no more in themielves tha 

mine isim me. Every thing informs me alfo, 
th tay intelligent nature cannot be the work 
of cltanee, the effect of the fenfible objects that 
furround me, or of the grofs materials to which 
lam united. The order, the conne@ion and 
the harmony that prevail in my thoughts, will 
not fuffer me to believe it. I cannot but obferve, 
that my mind is of a nobler origin, and is of a 


its covering. I perceive that my foul is the 
work of a being fuperior to thofe which I fee 





around me—that it proceeds from an immate- 
rial, intelligent principle, by whom it lives and | 
thinks, and to whom it is molt intimately related. | 

To believe that there is a firft, eternal caufe | 
of all things, an intelligence fupreme and per-| 
fect, is to admit a truth, the conviction of which 
is neceflary to relieve and tranquilize my heart ; 
and the clearer my ideas on this fubject, and the 
more attention I pay to what pailes within and 
without me, the more clearly I hear the voice | 
of nature, which announces to me a deity. 

O thou being of beings, infinite, eternal, hea- | 
ven and earth proclaim thy exiftence !—every | 
leaf, every plant, every tree, every infect, every | 
worm that crawleth on the ground, every living | 
and rational creature fpcaks of thee. Jivery | 
thing that exilts and thinks celebrates thy praile. | 
I behold thee in the brightnefs of the firma-| 
ment—in the mild light which furrounds, and | 
in the vital heat which pervades all animate be- 


the air, in the falutary blowing of the winds, in| 
the rultling noife of the leaves, in the melodious | 
fong of the birds, in the intelligible language of | 
men, in the roaring waves of the fea, and in the 
It is thee} 


and {fometimes rapturous feelings which arife 


tue, and the expectation of a happy futurity. - 








Let your converfation be yea yea, and may nave 
Tere is nothing more difpleafing to God) 
orman than backing every trifle in commen! 
convcriation with oaths and imprecations. An| 


be believed ; his reputation fwears for him, adds | 
weight to his wogds, and procures him credit 
and confidence. 


ee " je - ry . . - " - “** 
cattfe, clofed a glorious career of mi itary fervice 


be 
. 


ABSENCE. 

Ir is faid of Sir aac Newton, that he did 
once in his life Go a wooinc, and, as was to 
be expeSted, had the greateffSttention and in- 
dulgence paid to the litle peculiarities which 
fo generally accompany great genius. Know- 
ing he was fond of fmoaking, the lady aflidu- 
oufly provided him with a pipe, and they were 
then feated, as if to open the bufinefs of Cupid. 
Sir Tfaac fmoaked a few whiffs; feemed at a 
lofs for fomething ; whiffed again; and at lait 
drew his chair nearer to the lady; a paufe of 
fome minutes enfued; Sir Hac feemed ftill 
more uncafy ; oh! the timidity of fome men, 
thought the lady ; when lo! Sir Ifaac had gor 
hold of her hand. Now her palpitations begun; 
he will kifs it, no doubt, thought fhe, and thea 
the matter is fettled. Sir Vaac whiffed with 
redoubled fury, and drew the captive hand 
nearer his head ; already the expecied falute had 
vibrated from the hand to the heart, when, pty 
the damfel, gentle reader! Sir Maac only raifed 
the fair hand, to make the fore-finger what he 
much wanted A ToRtcco stoprsr ! 








SINGULARITIES CF CREAT MEN. 


Docror Wartox produces many curious 
inflances to illuftrate the following line— 

“ Unthoucht of Frailties, ct 

Who would have thought, he ebferves, that 
Xenophon, during his famous retreat, perform. 
ed many acts of the moft vulgar jupertliuon ; 
that Auguftus was alarmed and defpirited if he 
put on a flipper on his right foot which thould 
have been put on his left; that Newton once 


rf 


eats 


| ftudied aftrology, that Thanuas, Dryden and 


the Chancellor of Shaftefbury calculated nativi- 
ties; that Roger Archam and Dr. Whitby 2s 
were devoted lovers of cock-fighting; as was 
Boyle of mountcbanks ; that Lifhop Hoadly 
was often rallied by Dr. Clarke for his dread of 
thunder; that Henry LV. of Fran.:e was terri- 
fied at the jolting of his coach; that Ben John- 
fon and Addifon were great drunkards, and 
Pope himfelf an epicure ? 

The night before the battle of Blenheim after 
a council of war had been held in the duke of 
Marlborough’s tent, at which Louis of Baden 
and prince Eugene had affifted ; the latter, af- 
ter the council had broke up, flept back to the 
tent to communicate fomething he had forgor 
to the duke, whom he found giving orders to 
his aid-de-camp, colonel Selwyn (who related 
this fact) at the table, on which there was now 
only a fingle taper burnin, all the others being 
extinguifhed the moment :..e ccuncil was over—- 
« What a man is this’ {aid prince Eugene, 
“ who at fuch a time thinks of faving the ends 


of candles !” 





—OLit 


‘2)— 


Diep, at Newbarbadocs-Neck, the 27th uls. 
in the 20th year of his age, Mr. William Davis, 
fon of William Davis,Efq. This young gent!e- 
man poficiled good morals, an amiable diye fi- 
tion, agreeable manners and prcmifing i 
He deed at peace with his Creator. 

In July laf, at the Walnut Hills, a poft on 
the Miidippi, Captain Joun Pirrce, cf ihe 
United States army. This veteran aficr 20 
years of uninterrupted devotion to his country’s 


— 
si Wsatlivve 


> 


rith the resignation ci a Chriftian joldicz. 














SHELLS SS TESS SSse PPPS TPSTTS 


~ 6 A Rh Oa ae a PE a Ae <2 <> ofp 
POETRY. 
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Tus pleafing art of poetry's defign'’d 

To raife the thought, and moralize the mind 3 
The chafte delights of virtue to infpire, 

And warm the bofom with feraphic frre 3 
Sublime the paffions, lend devotion wings, 

Aad celebrate the inst Great cause of things. 


Ge > p>: > 


So 


——— 


VERSES, 
Worthy of a place not only bere, but in the corner 
of every human heart. 
H! ye who meet ftern winters frown, 
Upheld by Fortune’s powerful hand, 
Who fee the chilling fnew come down, 
With all her comforts at command. 


O! think of theirlefs happy doom, 
Whom Poverty’s fharp woes affail ! 

No fpariling fire, no cheerful room, 
Revive their cheek, cold, funk and pale. 


Deep howls the wind ! the pelting rain 
Drips thro’ the fhatter’d cafement cold, 
While the fad mother’s arms contain 
Her infants fhivering in their fold. 
In vain they raife their piteous cry, 
And plead, at Hungry Nature’s call ; 
Their only food a mother’s figh ! 
Their only warmth tke tears that fall ! 


Stretch’d on his miferable bed, 
The wretched father finks in grief: 
Pale ficknefs refts upon his head, 


* And only hopes from death relief. 


The parent’s tender mournful eyes, 
Mingle their faint and humid beams ; 
Frefh woes from retrofpection rife, 
Freth fource from mem’rys fountain ftreams! 


O rich ! the tranfports might be thine, 

To footh their fuffrings unto peace ! 
To bid the fun of Comfort fhine, 

And Want’s oppreflive empire ceafe ! 


To fee the glow of health return, 
Re-animate their faded cheek ! 

Life’s feeble fpark, re-kindled, burn, 
And give—what language cannot {peak ! 


On Fancy’s pinion oft I roam, 
With Pity, partner of my flight, 
Forget awhile that grief’s my own, 


And taftea foothing fweet delight. 


Forget the many poignant woes, 
That weigh this dreoping form to earth, 
Where reftlefs forrow hopes repofe, 
*Scap’d from the ills which gave it birth ! 
O ! ye embark’d for pleafure’s thore, 
Reftrain awhile the fluttering {fail ! 
At Pity’s call, retard the oar, 
Nor let her plaintive pleadings fail ! 





WORTH SUPERIOR TO MERE BIRTH AND TITLE. 
. 


COME let’s inveftigate the ways of man, 
And in the purfuit, we fhall clearly fean ; 
*Tis Virtue fair, that dignifies the mird, 
Broducing Bliis, when with Religion join’d. 
The pomp of honors may by Kings be given 
To men, all equaliy the make of heaven ; 





But true Noemrty’s cénfin’d to none ; 

It gilds the cottage, and may leave the throne. 

As when fome river from another fource, 

Through cleanfing fands, is filter’d in its courfe, 

A limpid ftream runs o’er the flow’ry plain ; 

Till choak’d, it ftagnates into filth again ; 

So flow the tides of anceltry thro’ man ; 

Some doom’d to finifh, as they firft began, 

Whilft others triumph in the wafte of time, 

Without the foul obftruction of a crime. 

Can all the tinfel equipage of pride 

Ennoble meannefs—or that meannefs hide ? 

Can Vics delude us with the fpacious fhow, 

Or lift a wretch intrinfically low ? 

True Virtue triumphs on the barren rock, 

And braves Calamity’s fevereit thock ; 

Vice, in the mid& of luxury and eafe, 

Is inly tortur’d by the mind’s difeafe : 

But Virtue gives the zeft to joys given, 

Calms dire diftrefs, and fmcoths the way to 
heav’n. 





Tae KNIGHT anv tue BATS. 
Fromm the laf? Vol. of Pindar’s Works. 
A KNIGHT liv’d in the Weft not long ago, 


Like Knights in general, not o’eraife I row— 
s £ 
This Knight’s great barn was vifited by rats, 


In fpite of poifon, gins, and owls and cats : 


s 
Like millers taking toll of the fweet corm, 
Carous’d they happily from night to morn, 
Lo, waxing wrath, that neither gins nor cats, 
Nor owls, nor poifon, could deitroy the rats ; 
“ T’ll nab them by a fcheme, by heav’ns,” 
quoth he: 
So of his neighbourhood he rous’d the mob, 
Farmers and farmers, boys, to do this job ; 
lis fervants too of high and low degree : 
And eke the tribes of dog, by found of horn, 
To kill the rats that dar’d to tafte the corn. 


This done, the Knight, refolv’d with godlike ire, 
Ran to his kitchen for a flick of fire, 

From whence intrepid to the barn he ran ; 
Much like the Macedonian and fair Punk, 
Who, at Perfepolis fo very drunk, 

Did with their links the mighty ruin plan. 


Now, ’midft the dwelling flew the blazing Rtick : 
Soon from the flames rufh’d forth therats{othick: 
Men, dees, and rats, in furious war unite— 
The conquer’d rats lie fprawling on the ground ; 
The Knight, witheyes triumphant, ftares around, 
Surveys the carnage, and enjoys the fight. 


Not e’en Achilles faw, fo bleft, his blade, 

Difmuls whole legions to th’ infernal fhade ! 

But lo! at length by this rat driving flame, 

Burnt was the corn—the walls down thundering 
came ; 

The meaning of it was not far to leara— 
When turning up thofe billiard balls his eyes, 
That held a pretty portion of furprife, 

*“ Zounds! what ablockhead ! I have éurnt 


the barn f° - 


CRISPIN ayn KITTY. 





Suppofed to be written by a poor broken hearted | 


Cobler on the Death of bis Wife. 


“ As clofe as to the flurdy foley 
“Ts ftitch’d the upper leather, 

“ While I on hoofs clos’d many a hole, 
“ We heof’d thro’ life together. 


“ We wax'd in love a faithful pair 
“ T priz’d her as my aw/; 






“ But when at /cf her end drew near, 
“ Death coax’d her from my fall. 


« Yet tho’ my /apffone’s now a load, 
«“ My frrap fcarce worth attending ; 
« I trni my Xi# now finds abode, 
« Where fouls no more want mending ? 
Thus Crifpin fung in dolefu! durips, 
Tho’ bootlefs was the fave ; 
Till eyes that fireamed ¢er thoes and pumps, 
Were clos'd in Kitty’s grave ! 







































sad — 
ee eee 


The following beautiful lines were written by a young 
gentleman in Paris, to lis miffrefs, on the nicht 
before be / ufererd under the cuitlotine. 

ae \ 
The hour that calls to death is near 
, 

It brings to me the throb of fear ; 

| The breaft that honour arms, can brave 

| The murd’rer’s fteel, th’ untimely grave 5 

But thou, to whom I gave my heart, w 





| From thee forever muft I part, tal 
And leave thy mourning love to figh ? ane 
Ah, whata creel tafk to die ! “ he 
wy - ° } > _ the 
o-morrow, my clos’d eycs no mOre 
| Shall gaze on beauty I adore : e 
To-morrow, fadd’ning every grace, pen 
Unceafing tears fhall bathe thy face ; “A 
To-morrow, chil’d by death’s cold grafp ; we 
, This hand no longer thine fhall claip ; ian 
From thee forever I fhall fy— fina 
Ah, ’tis a cruel tafk to die! fk 













THE PHILOSOPHER AND POET : 

An Epigraxi. : 

A SAGE and a Bard once to fea went toge a 

ther, 7 

| And fail’d a long while with fair gales and good 

weather ; 

At length angry Boreas *gan fiercely to lowe 
And down on the ocean his fury to pour ; 

: The fhip then was tofs’d te and fro by the wave 

And all were preparing for cold wat’ry gravest, 

) WhenPéilo( whofe mind was in great agitation#a, ~ 

| To the Poet fays Sir, ’tis my imagination, 

| That thofe fluids contending together will age 

Me to penetrate deep in icme o’erwhelmunge 

furge.” ; 

The Bard with more wit than with fear 

replied : 
| * Nature’s depths in exploring your genius 
pride, 
But I am more fleas’d with the mufes’ 
Strings ;. 
Pm only for tkimming the furface of things.” 
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A HARD CASE. me 
Once a door to death dealing practice inur® 
As he always kill’d twenty for one that he curt 
Toa gravediggeriaid,pafling through the ch 
yard ; > 


“So gg you’re to work very hard 




















« Hard i d,” fays old Delve, “ here Ite 

eva day, : 

« And can hardly get fuction to s0i/'en my dag. 

i Nay double work icarcely fubfilianee procum 

“ Tho’ while doing my own, Lam fiui/hing yourk 
BRUSH. & 
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